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Abstract
THE coach was dirty and hot. It was dirty because the railroads have to use what they can
get, and it was hot because the M. P.’s wanted the windows closed and locked. Draftees have been
known to go out the windows, you know...
Train Ride 
William Henzlik 
THE coach was dirty and hot. It was dirty because the rail-roads have to use what they can get, and it was hot be-
cause the M. P.'s wanted the windows closed and locked. Draftees 
have been known to go out the windows, you know. 
Yes, it was a car just like other cars on railroads all over the 
country this spring of 1943. In each seat were two boys, eighteen 
or nineteen years old. Some looked fifteen and others twenty-
five. Anyway, they had just been inducted into the army of the 
United States, and they were going home for a furlough of 
seven days. 
Each boy was more silent tonight than usual. The rather 
strange and terrifying thought was with them that they were 
going home for perhaps the last time. They were wondering 
what they would do this last week that they could remember 
pleasantly in days to come. Some of the more shy ones loudly 
said that they were going to raise Cain all day and have a date 
every night the whole time. Some of the bolder boys said they 
were going to stay home and help their folks around the house. 
Most of the boys just sat in the stuffy, red-plush seats with their 
bodies sprawled in odd shapes and vainly tried to sleep. 
Fine dust and tiny cinders came through the window jambs 
and under the doors and settled in grey film on everyone. The 
jolting wheels pounded the frame of the car with monotonous 
regularity. Little towns twinkled momentarily in the night ahead 
and as the train paused at the little stations, the desolate streets 
and lonely streetlamps looked ever so cold and unfriendly. 
Some few of the boys had been at college, and though they 
wouldn't admit it they probably would never go back. Money 
seems to have different values after a war and a fellow would be 
older than his classmates and—well. Quite a few of the fellows 
had jobs in small business firms and of course the jobs are prom-
ised to them after the war. But you know how people forget. 
[31] 
32 Sketch 
Maybe it's all summed up in this little vow one of the boys 
mutters to his friend: "I guess maybe all this is all right for you 
and me, Joe, but listen. If I ever have any kids, they better not 
have to go through this. No, sir, they better not, or else." 
More of the fine dust filtered through the air. The wheels 
jolted the train on into the night. 
The Great Experiment 
Rose Marie Edie 
The devil grinned at us: 
"I have just the thing 
To make living fun-
No more worries, conflicts, great or small, 
No wars or poverty or death." 
Out of Hell the devil pulled a long siphon, 
Burning with fiery red liquid: 
"This will inoculate you against 
The folly of living—this panacea 
For pain in life." 
He pierced our craniums 
With a sleek, long needle-
Let the red stuff gurgle in. . . 
Our white corpuscles swarmed to fight 
The crimson toxic throbbing in our veins. 
They gobbled the billowing fluid like hungry tigers . . . 
Once again 
We felt rich blood surging through us. 
The devil shrieked at us— 
The black earth cracked, 
Swallowed him whole. 
